My mo.st unforge table character 



I knew be was a millionaire. Five minutes after I first met Trim, iwas 
convinced be was some rare kind of a nut. It was only later, when I got to know 
him, that I realized Gordon Strong was an usual dreamer, a warm, kindly and 
thoughtful man who wanted beauty for people to enjoy and a good education for 
all children. 

When he died at £8 he left a gigsntic monument. I call it, "A Mountain 
lor the People.” 

It was a vary hot, almost stifling Sunday afternoon more than a dozen 
year ago when one of those for whom Gordon Strong was reshaping his mountain 
rushed up to our firehouse at Hyattstown, Md., about six miles from the base 
of Sugarloaf Mountain. 

"Sugar loaf is on fire," he shouted. I was one of five or six men who 
answered the alarm. The smoke was a beacon to us as we sped through the drought- 
scorched countryside. In a cloud of dist we pulled up to a still uncontrolled 
field fire which was still capable of ignoting hundreds, if not thousands of 
tinder-like acres. 

"Who sent for you?" demanded an imperious old man, dressed in a light 
tweed suit’ and cap, tall and with a pose straight from a Roman statue. 




Taken aback but this strange greeting - no one is more welcome at a 



country fire than well -equipped firemen - someone mumbled an explanation. 

While some of his workmen flailed away at the flames, and others 

wet 

pulled at it with rakes er sprayed it with an aneient orchard sprayer, 

Gordon Strong glared at our ehief and declared, "When I want help I’ll ask 
for it. I 8m perfectly able to fight my o«n fires." 

We beat a hasty retreat. By the time we got back to the firehouse 
we were over our chagrin and laughing at the strange attitude of the crochety 
old man. 

He was wrong, of course, as we found out another Sunday a few years 



later. 

Sugarloaf. 

We live a little South MXEMXa ffBftgim? On our way home from a visit 
friends is whose farm is to its north, we followed smoke to a rapidly- 
disappearing log cabin high up on the east side. Dressed in our Sunday best, and 
with plenty of willing hands to fight the blaze, my wife and I visited with the 
old gentleman. His eyes twinkled and his laugh was genuine when I reminded him of 
the previous fire and his attitude. 

Pretty soon we were on a friendly basis and he carefully escorted us 




a few hundred feet to the east to an area he had levelled off 



"T^is will he our "East View", he said softly. «I want it and the approaches 
completed in time for Easter, lhat a wonderful spot for Easter sunrise services. w 

It was that, for on a clear day the towers in the Bethesda suburb# of 
Washington, over 30 miles away, are visible. And ever since we hsve heard and seen 
the cars of people coming from miles around before daylight on Easter morning to 
pray, meditate and draw inspiration from the breathtakingly beautiful shrine. 




